proposed to stop. And Lavarenne's reply pleased him
better than any amount of praise, when he answered
that the time didn't matter, he wanted to know how
it ended.
eWhere was I?" murmured Michel, glancing down
the page.
The dinner went on, and Jeanne grew paler and paler,
and her eyes grew larger; so tired, now, that she was hardly
aware of what was going on about her. A shadow seemed
to lie over the assembled guests; circles of light burned
tremblingly in it, and from them gushed perpetual strings
of tiny fiery bubbles.
Now and again her husband spoke to her. His fingers,
lips, and protuberant stomach all seemed to loom o^ci
her together, and her eyes opened still wider. In the midst
of the stifling heat the lobes of her ears suddenly seemed
of an extraordinary heaviness. She plunged her burning
lips into the water of her glass, but this heightened rather
than allayed her fever. And as she raised her hand to drink
the dazzle of her rings caught her eye and seemed to pierce
her brain like a barbed and tiny arrow.
There was a horrible throbbing in her head, and her
body felt light, light. All round her she saw gaily dressed
strangers, old ladies in black satin, priests in their black
cassocks, all the people who had arranged the life she was
to live; and an immense sadness overcame her as she looked
back on the happiness that had been hers.
At this moment Madame Rouves caught her guests'
eyes, and all the ladies rose as the doors were fiung open.
Far from recovering from his initial surprise,
Lavarenne became more and more astonished as one
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